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The earth is His joy; His joy is the

sky;

His joy is the flashing of the sun and

the moon ;

His joy is the beginning, the middle,

and the end ;

His joy is eyes, darkness, and light.
Oceans and waves are His joy : His

joy the Sarasvati, the Jumna, and

the Ganges.
The Guru is One : and life and death,

union and separation, are all His

plays of joy !
His play the land and water, the whole

universe !

His play the earth and the sky 1
In play is the Creation spread out, in

play it is established. The whole

world, says Kabir, rests in His

play, yet still the Player remains

unknown,